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SYNOPSBIS.

Chip MeGulre, & M-year-old girl Nving

at Tim'a plage In the Maine woods, 8

Ml by her father 0o Pete Boldue, &

elireod, Bhe runa away and reaches

he p-rnr of Martin Frisbie, occupled by
W

artin, his wife, nephew, Raymond Btet-
pon, and guides. Rhe tetls her story aad
& cared for by Mra Frishie

CHAPTER |l.—Ceontinued.
Angio smiled, while Martin siared at
the girl with increased astonlshment.
He knew who this MeGuire was, and
something of his history, and that
Tim's Place was a hillside clearing far

up the river, inhablted by an Irish
family devoled to the ralsing of pota-
toea. He had halted there once, long |
enough to observe |ts somewhiat sloth- |
ful condition, and to buy pork and po-|
taioes; but this tale was a revelation, |
and the girl herself a greater one

This ossls in the wildernesa wu'
fully 40 miles above here, its only con. |
nection with eivilization was a seldom-

used log road which only an experi: |
enced woodsman conld follow, and |
bhow this mere child had dared I, was
a marvel

But thers she was, squat on the

gronnd and watching them with big

bluck, pleading eves. There was but
one thing to do, to eare for her now,
as humanity inalsted, and Angie made

It was In the direction
for eatering the tent, |

the first move
of cleanlinoss;

she soon appeared with some of her | ne
own exitra clothing, soap, and towels
and bade the girl follow her up the

Fiver a few rods,
The moon was shinmg clearly above

the Ireetops, the camp-fAre burned
®rightly, and Martin. Ray and Lev!
were loumging near it when the two

meturned, and in one an astonishing
Lransformation bhad taken place.
Angle had gous away with a girl of
fen in respect to clothing, her akirt
evidently msde of gunny cloth and
reaching but Jittle below her knees,
and for a waist, what was once a
man's red flanne!l shirt, and both In
Tags. Bolled with black mud, and
Dlesding. she was an object pitiable
Bevond words: she returned a young
Iady, almost, in stature, her face shin-
Ing and rosy, and her eyes so teuder
with gratitude that they were pathetic.

Another change had aleo come with
<leanliness and clothing—a sudden
baakifuluess, It was some time ore
ghe could be made to talk again., but
Bnally that wore away and then her
alory came What a tale it was—
scarce credilile,

It was a fantastic, welrd, almost
apookish tale.—the spectres she had
seen were so real to her that the tell-
fox made them seem almost 8o to the
rest, and beyond that, the girl herself,

#0 like a young witch, with her shad-
Oowy eyes and furtive glances, added to
the llusion

But now came a diversion, [or Levi
froshaned the fire, and at a nod from
Angie, Hay brought forth his banjo.
It was his one pet foible, and It went
with him everywhere, and now, with
tima and place so In mccord, he was
Klad to exhibit his talent. He was not
Aan export,—a few jigs and planiation
melodies composed his repertory,—but
with the moonlight glinting through
tha spruce bouzhs, the river murmur-
ing near, somebow one could not fail
to cateh the quaint humor of “Old
Uncle Ned” “Jim Crack Corn," and
the like, and see the two dusky lovers
as they floated down the “Tombigbee
River” and feel the pathos of “Nellie
Grey” and “0Old Kentucky Home.”

Ray sang fairly well and In sympa-
thy with each theme. To Angle and
the rest it was butl ordinary; but to
this walf, who never before had heard
@ banjo or a darky song, It was mar.
welous. Her face lit up with keen In-

For an hour Ray waa the center of
Anterest, and then Angle arose.

“Come, Chip,"” she sald pleasantly,
“it's time 0 go to bed, and you are
40 share wmy tent"

over and cared for?
ble this brutal buyer of her would fol-
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And poor Chip, consclious that per
haps she had sinned in specch, sald
noe more.

For a long time Angle lay sleepless
upon her fragrant bed, recalling the
wall's strange story and trylng to
grasp the depth and breadth of her
Hfe at Tim’s Place; also to surmise, If
poseible, how wserious a talnt of evil
the had inherited. That bher father
waa vile beyond compare seemed posi-
tive; that her mother might have been
scarce better was probable. No men-
tion, thus far. had been made of her;
and so Angle reflected upon this pitiful
child’'s ancestry and what manner of
heritage she had beem blossed or
curased with, Some of her attributes
awoke Angle's admiration. She had
shown utter abhorrence of this brutal
sale of hersolf, & marvelous cournge
In endeavoring to escape It. She
soomed grateful for what had been
done for her, and a partial reallzation
of her own unfitness for association
with refined people. Her speech was
no worse than might be expected from
her life at Tim's Place. Doubliess,
ahe was unable 10 read or write. And
0 Angle lay, considering all the pros
and cons of the situstion and of this
girl’s life

There wak also another side to 1t all, |
the humane one. They were on their |
way out of the wilderness, for a busi
3 visit to the nearest settlement,
intending to return to the woods n a
few days—and what was to be done
with this ehild of misfortune?

Mozt assuredly they must prolect
her for the present. But was there
anyone to whom ahe could be tumed |
It seemed possi-
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by a kindly, woman known as Aunt
Comfort, had grown to womanhood.
About this time s boyhood swestheart
of Angeline’'s, named Martin Friable,
who had been gathering wealth In a
distant city, invited a former school-
matle, now the village doctor In Green-
vale, to join him on an outing trip luto
the wilderness.

Here something of the history of a
notorfous outlaw named MoGuire be
came known to Martin, and more im-«
portant than that, a gueer old hermit
was discovered, dwelllng In solitude
on the shore of a small lake. Who he
waa, and why this strange manner of
lifte, Martin eould not learn, and not
until later, when he returned to Groen-
vale to woo his former sweellieart
once more, did he even guess. Here,
however, from a description furnished
by a village nonedscript,—a sort of
Natty Bumpo and phllosopher com-
bined, known as Old Cy Walker, who
had been Mariin's youthful companion,
—he was led o believe that the queer
hermit and the long-missing Amzl were
one and the same,

Another trip Into this wilderness
with Old Cy, taken to {dentify the her
mit, resulted In proving the correot.
nesas of the surmise, Then Martin set
about making this misanthropie re
cluse more comfortable in all ways
possible: and then, leaving Old Cr to
keep him company, be returned t©
Greenvale and Angle.

A marrlage was the outcome of his
return to his native village, and then,
with his nephew, Ray, and long-tried
guide, Levi, as helpers on this unlgue
wedding trip, the hermit was visited.

It was hoped that meeting his child
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m# to the settiement, whar I could arn

& livin’. Old Tomah was the only one

who cared a cusa fer me. I used to

bawl when he went away every spriag,

an’ bex him to take me ‘long 'n' help

him camp ‘n’ cook. I'l'a’dnoml
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once more would result in wearin' : out o' old

him to sbandon bis wildwood exist-| 40ds 'n’ beln' cussed for not warkin'

ence and to return to civilisation; and | Bard ‘auff. What I did mind was not

it did—partially. He seemed happy to | Be¥in' nobody who cared whether I

meet his dsughter again, consentod to| 11ved or died, or said & good word to

return with them when ready, aad | ™e Sometimes I got so lonesome, I

after & couple of weeks' sojourn here, | W#ed (0 5o out In the woods nights

s m"'"q,...""""‘...."' spites to help me. 1 ..‘.i"..'.'&
for of

more, ~ o -lﬁl;.-lﬁtt:m-:'a'mw

Hut “home, aweet home,” Albeit it me. [ think was, .
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Ray’s canoe, and when breakfast was
disposed of and the voyagera ready to
start, ahe was givén a place therein,

The river at this point was broad
and of slow current, only twa days’
Journey was needful to reach the set-
tiemént and no cause for worry ap
peared—but Lavl felt otherwise,

“You'd best hug the futher shore.™
he observed to Ray quielly when the
boy pushed off, “an’ don't git out o'
night o' us.” “I aln't sartin ‘bout the
outcome o' this matter,” he sald to
Martin iater, “1 know that half-breed,
Boldue, and he's a bad ‘un. From the
zal’s story he pald big money fer her.
He don't know the meanin' o' law, and
iIf he follers down the tote road, as I
callate he will, 'n* ketches aight o' her,
the first we'll know on't ‘Il be the
crack o' & rifle. The wonder to me is
he didn't keteh her ‘fore she got to ua.
He could track her faster'n she counld
run. I don't want to ‘larm you folks,
but I shan't feel easy till we're out o'
the wooda,"”

It wasn't reassuring.

But no thought of this came to Ray,
at least, and these two young people,
vielding to the magic of the morning,
the rippled river that bore them on-
ward, the birds singing along the fir.
clad banks, and all the exhilaration of
the wilderness, soon reached the care-
free converse of youthful friends.

"l nover had nothin' but work wm
cussin’,” Chip responded, when Hay
usked if she never had any time she
could call her own. *“Tim thinked I
couldn't got tired, | guess. Heo'd roust
me up fust of all "n' larrup me if he
caught me shirkin’. Once I had a it
tie posey bed back o' the plgpen. I
Nixed it after dark an' mornin’s when I
ketched the chance., He ketclied me
thar one mornin' a-weedin' it ‘o'
knocked me sprawlin’ an’ then stomped
all over the posies. That night I went
out into the woods 'n' begged the spites
o git him killed somehow. ‘Nother
time I forgot to put up the bars, an’
the cows got lnto the taters. That
night he tied me to n stump elus to the
bars, an' left me thar all night. I used
to be more skeered o' my dad 'n [ was
o' Tim, tho". He'd look at me ke he
hated me, an' say, ‘Shut up,’ If I sald
A word, an’ I "'most belidved he'd kill
me, just fer nothin. Onece he sald
he'd take me out Into the woods &t
night ‘n’ balt a bear trap with me if
he heerd | Mdn't mind Tim. I told O1d
Tomah that, an’ he sid if he did, he'd
shoot him; but Old Tomah wasn't
round only winters. I hated dad so I'd
‘s’ shot him myself, 1 guess, if | cud
‘"’ got hold o' m gun when he wa'n't
watechin'."

“I's awlful to have to feel that way
toward your own father,” Interrupted
Hay, “for he was your father.”

“1 #'pose ‘twas,” admitted Chip, can-
didly, “but I never felt much different.
I've seen bim slap mother when she
was on her kneea abawlin’, and' the
way he would cuss her was awful.”

“But you had some friendship from
this old Indian,” gqueried Ray, who be-
gAan o realize what & pitiful life the
girl bad led; “he was good to you,
wasn't he?™ i

“He was, sartin” returned Chip,
cagerly; “he used to tell me the spites
‘ud fix dad ‘fore long. s0 he'd never
show up agin, 'n' whea I got big ‘nuff
he'd sueak me off some night ‘n’ take
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“Why, mother,” he exclaimed, In &
tone audible over nearly half the
church, “do you hear? He lsn't say
ing It right at all!”

SORES AS BiIG A‘ PENNIII.

Whole Head and Neck Covered—Halr
All Came OQut—Cured In Thres
Weeka by Cuticura.

“After having the measles my whole
head and neck were covered with scaly
sores about as large as a peany, They
were just as thick as they ecould be.
My bair all came out, I let the trou-
ble run along, taking the doctor's blood
remedies and rubbing on salve, but it
did not seem to get any better. It
stayed that way for about six months;
then I got a set of the Cuticura Reme-
dies, and in about & weeok I noticed a
big difference, and In three weeks it
was well entirely and 1 have not had
the trouble any more, and as this wes
seven years ago, | consider myself
cured. Mra. Heary Porter, Alblon,
Neb, Aug. 25, 1906.”

A Fascinating Game.

A precocious little girl living on one
of the crowded Dbusiness _thorough-
fares of tho city was in the habit of
gazing out of the window at the busy

The

of the Well-Tnformed of the Woeld has
value; u laxative whish physiclans couid
snction for family use beeauss i com-
ponent parts are known to them to be
wholesome and truly beneficial in effect,
acceptable 4o the aystem and gentle, yed
prompt, in sction,

In supplying that demand with (ts ex-
cellent combination of Syrup of Figs and
Mdh-.th&“l’lgw
Co. proceeds along othical lines and relies
on the merita of the laxative for its remark-
ablo aucorss, 2

Thet s ove of many reasons why
Syrup of Fige and Elixir of Senna is gives
the preference by ‘the Well-Informed.
To got ita beneficial effects always buy
the genuine—manufastured by the Call-
fornia Fig Syrup Co, only, and for sule
by all leading druggists. Price fifty centa

bottle, :

SICK HEADACHE
CARTERS| e i i

They also relieve Dis
trosa (rom Dyspepais, [u-
digestion and Too Hearly
Bating. A perfect rews
edy for Disziness, Nan
nea,

¢ They regulsts the Bowela, Purely

CRIPPLES OR
DEFORMITIES

RESULTING FROM

PARALYSIS

In Children or Adults

street below for hours at a time,

“What is it, Giadys, that yon find |
tlu"

80 constantly Interesting Io
street?™ asked her mother one day.

succemafully treated by specially designed
apparatus invented by the celebrated

DR. GUSTAVE ZANDER

of Stockbolm, Swoden

“Oh," came the wise rejoinder, | Producing mechanical, therapeutical and

“Just watching the cars go pro and |

eon."—Harper's Weekly. |
#heer white goods, In fact, any fne '

wash goods when new, owe much of |

thelr altractiveness to the way they |
are laundered, this belng done In &
manner to enhance their textile beau- |
ty. Home lsundering would be equal-
Iy satisiactory if proper attention was
given to starching, the first essential

buing good Starch, which has sufliciont |

strength to stiffen, withcut thickening
the goods, Try Defiance Starch and
you will be pleasantly surprised at the
‘mproved appearance of your work.

He hath a tear for pity and a hand
a8 opeli as the day for melting charity.

———

DODBDS
- KIDNEY
PILLS

electrical vibrations, concussions, massage.
swedish manipulations, restoring the normal
circulation and nutrition of the affocted parts.

Gout, Rheumatiam
Nervous Prostration
and othor diseases of slow and deficient

circulation are also cured by this treatment.
Send for our free book.

Zander Orthoposdic Institute

Becr Prowa, Boworr 114,
210 N Cardiasl Ave., ST. LOUIS, MO\

Money Scarce

in winter? Better turn your
extra time into cash., I pay
 §.7.00 per day, in cash, for good
work, and supply all the capi-
tal besides. \R’ribe for details

to-day. This offer will not ap-

pear again,
ATKINSON, 1024 Race St., Philadelphia,

an Am

This is What They Are Raising on Land in S8outh

Texas That You Can

and Two Town Lots

-0 to 640 Acres
$210 Without

interest— Payable $10 Per Month.

The Famous Simmons Ranch South of San Antenie is
. —lnvestigate This and et in Before it is Too Late,

Gmn&fﬂcngmd g

PATENTSE:SRI0EE
Onions Net $600




